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SDe&tcatton 


To my many kind friends I dedicate this little book, 
and of them I should like to mention my fellow 
members of Cymdeithas Cymry Casnewydd. 
My good friend, Colonel Bradney, of Talycoed, 
whose generous aid in many points of pedigree 
I wish to acknowledge, and also Mr. Leolin 
Forestier-Walker, my guide during several 
delightful excursions to the haunts of Dafydd 
Benwyn. 



PREFACE. 


THE numbers attached to these poems are the numbers in the 
manuscript book, for there are in all, nearly three hundred of 
these poems in the Baglan MSS. at Cardiff Library, which are 
now through the princely generosity of Mr. Llewelyn of Baglan 
open for the inspection of all Welsh students. Colonel Bradney 
of Talycoed and Cadrawd, have both written on the value of 
these poems, for by their aid the local worthies of the 16 th 
century are rescued from the limbo of the forgotten past, and 
we are able to understand their pride of birth—that curious 
family pride which became a by-word. We are able also to 
understand more of the daily round of life in the spacious 
days of Elizabeth. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


IN the fourteenth century the Morgans of Gwent fostered and 
trained the great Welsh genius of that age. The cultured home- 
of Ifor Hael, the lord of Maesaleg, sheltered the poet of 
nature, Dafydd ab Gwilym, who in his glorious verse immortal¬ 
ised his patron, whom he himself has styled Ifor Hael (Ivor 
the Generous). In the sixteenth century, under totally diff¬ 
erent circumstances, the old hospitable home of the Morgans 
harboured another type of poet: for Dafydd Benwyn sings a 
far different song to the wild free lays of Ab Gwilym. The 
earlier poet lived in an age when Wales was self-centered, 
when men still dreamt of a free Wales, whereas in Benwyn’s 
-days Wales and England were bound together by those 
bonds of common interest and loyalty which time has only 
strengthened. 

So that without being a great bard, and I use the adjective 
in its fullest meaning, Dafydd Benwyn may still be called the 
last of the great bards, for he reflects the magnificence of the 
Tudor age, as truly as the greater bard does the mediaeval 
splendour of the earlier time. 

Of the personal history of Dafydd Benwyn we, as yet, know 
very little. John Bradford, of Bettws, Glam., the historian of the 
bards of Tir Iarll, gives the date when Benwyn was chief bard of 
Tir Iarll as 1560. This I think is an error, probably in figures, 
and meant for 1590, as the same authority also gives the name of 
Meiryg Dafydd as presiding at the same date, and also records 
that Meiryg died in 1600. Another reason for doubting the 
correctness of the date : I have not seen a poem by Benwyn of 
so early a date, and he left poems dated as late as 1612. 

The accepted opinion is that Dafydd Benwyn was a native of 
Glamorgan. He was of the royal line in bardic succession, for he 
was one of the awenyddion (disciples) of Lewys Morganwg, who 
in turn had sat at the feet of Ieuan Deulwyn. I think I am safe 
in assuming that our bard was born about the close of the reign of 
Henry VIII., and that he settled at Tredegar about 1570, living in 
Monmouthshire for many years, possibly till his death in the reign 
of James I. 
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Gathered from his works, I am inclined to think that he was 
a Roman Catholic, or at least had leanings towards that faith, 
who were then a very strong religious party in South Wales, for 
his writings are tinctured right through with thoughts and 
expressions of the old faith. His verses in praise of some holy 
well, or to the image in some church, together with the pious 
ejaculations to the Virgin, all help to prove this; but nevertheless, 
he was on terms of intimacy with the Protestant Bishop, and 
many of the Protestant gentry. 

Dafydd Benwyn is typical of his time—in thought, in verse 
and expression. With his stiff and stilted word gymnastics, 
bound down by the fetters of metre, yet here and there inter¬ 
woven with easy flowing lines of strength and beauty, so that to 
find them is like gathering a nosegay of sweet-smelling flowers 
from a dry and dusty hedgerow. 

After all, the great value—the historic value of Benwyn’s 
work consists in his remarkable knowledge of the history and 
genealogy of the families of South Wales. In this, too, he had a 
purpose, for he was thus able to inspire the young cadets of the 
houses of Morgan and Herbert by reciting the splendid deeds of 
their sires, and to remind them of the blood which flowed in their 
veins. 

We have only to remember the many younger sons of these 
families who fought in Ireland, in France, and helped to beard 
the Spaniard on the High Seas, and to aid the Dutch in their 
struggles for freedom. We have only to remember all this to 
know that Dafydd Benwyn did his work well, and that his school 
for patriots turned out a race of fighters. No wonder too, that 
in his poem in praise of the Morgans of Gwent he strikes the 
martial note when he sings 

“ Un rhoddion gwychion yw’r gwir, 

A’u dugiaid o Dredegar ; 

Un gair geir ddeunaw cant, 

Un foliant a’r hen filwyr. 

Y milwyr, mi a welais, 

Ugain mil a gaent i maes 
Ar ofalfyd rhyfelfeirch 
A gwyr meirch goreu yn f’oes. 

Goreu yn f’oes gwyr am win, 

Goreu ymysg y werin 

Gwelaf yn lanaf o lin—brenhinoedd 

Gwyr lluoedd y Gorllewin.” 
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I have attempted a rough translation of these lines— 

“ Truth is one of the bravest gifts 
Of the noble leaders of Tredegar ; 

One word begets a thousand, 

All in praise of the old warriors. 

The arm’d warriors I see, 

Twenty thousand take the field 
Each on his prancing warhorse 
The bravest sight mine eyes have seen. 

The boldest with the wine cup, 

The leaders of the people, 

The brightest of that race of kings 
The men of the West Country.” * 

It is seldom in his poems that Dafydd Benwyn describes 
places, he is fonder of dealing with personalities, and connecting 
the links of a great pedigree ; but in the Cywydd to Sir William 
Herbert of St. Julian’s Newport, there is a neat description of the 
house standing low in the hollow by the side of the river Usk. 

“ Gwenith-dir, glo dir, gloywdeg 
Gweirdir, coetir, pob tir teg 
Marldir, mwyndir, dyfrdir da 
Maen nadd do maen a wedda.” 

“ White land, bright land, happy land fair, 

Meadow land, wooded land, all dazzling there ; 

Clay land, good land, with water land border 
Carved stone on the roof in perfect order.” 

It is curious to note that in the works of this old bard we can 
find the same thought and form of simile which has been used by 
another bard of Tir Iarll, who wrote 150 years after Benwyn’s 
day. 

Dafydd Benwyn in his Marwnad to Mr. George Herbert, of 
Newport on Usk— 

“ Tra bo lleng ar dir, tra fo llong ar don, 

Tra fo iach yn y byd, tra fo ych yn y bon, 

Tra fo liuno maith, tra fo enwi Mon : ” 

Will ,Hopkin, using the same form and filling it with his own 
genius, sings in his matchless love song, “ Gwenith Gwyn ”— 

“ Tra bo dw’r y mor yn hallt, 

A thra bo ’nghwallt yn tyfu, 

A thra bo calon dan fy mron, 

Mi fydda’n ffyddlon i ti.” 

* Dyfed, the district from which the Morgans originally came. 
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And the question comes naturally to the mind: Was Will 
Hopkin familiar with the works of Benwyn ? Personally I think 
he was, as Will Hopkin was one of the disciples of John Bradford 
of Bettws, one of the bards of Tir Iarll, and these bards w r ere 
famous for their knowledge of the older poets of Wales ; one has 
only to turn to the pages of “ Cyfrinach Beirdd Ynys Prydain,” 
edited by Taliesin ab Iolo to be assured on this point. 

This selection from the works of Dafydd Benwyn is from the 
manuscript book of his poems in the Welsh collection at the 
Cardiff Library, and which forms a portion of the valuable 
manuscripts presented to that Library by Mr. Llewelyn of Baglan, 
Glamorgan. 

The works of Benwyn consist of a very thick quarto volume, 
containing hundreds of pages. In making this selection I have 
chosen for the purpose of this work, the Gwentian Ballads of 
Benwyn. Those written while he lived at Tredegar and was 
visiting the neighbouring houses. I have chosen these because 
there is a certain connection linking them together ; they are 
written round the bard’s circle of friends in Monmouthshire, some 
of whom were men of note, who have a certain general interest 
for all, and the bard’s lines supply many details in the lives of this 
circle which included William Morgan of Tredegar (the old 
Squire of Tredegar), his grandson, Miles Morgan, who succeeded 
him ; the old Squire’s cousins, William Morgan of Llantarnam 
Abbey, Edmund Morgan of Bedwellty, and Rowland Morgan of 
Maclien. Also the old Squire’s friends, Master William Herbert 
of St. Julian’s, Newport, George Herbert of Newport, his brother, 
and Sir William Herbert of St. Julian’s, the fiery knight, son and 
heir to Master Wm. Herbert. 

There is one more reason for preferring these poems, because 
the bard himself seems to have looked upon his poems in praise 
of the “ Morganiaid o Went ” as his chief work. 

The manuscript book was written early in the 17th century, 
possibly by Llewelyn Sion of Llangewydd, and has been in the 
possession of the Llewelyns of Baglan for three or four genera¬ 
tions. Unfortunately, portions of some of the pages have in 
the course of time got torn away, thus leaving slight gaps in some 
of the lines. 

As will be roticed, most of these poems are funeral odes, 
and like the old preachers, the bards before them (this bard in 
particular), made it a great feature of the funeral ode, which he 
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probably recited to all the relatives and friends. The old race of 
bards has gone, the bards to-day have all turned preachers. 

Some interesting relics of Benwyn’s time are still with us. 
The old Tudor Hall at Tredegar House still remains perfect in 
every detail. It is now the servants’ hall, but when William 
Morgan lived there it was the chief room of his stone-built 
mansion. Here at the head of the long table the old Squire of 
Tredegar sat, following the old custom of sitting with his friends 
and retainers. 

Another house close by, mentioned by Benwyn, is old Plas 
Machen, the home of his friend, Rowland Morgan. A fine old 
house built in the early Tudor days, with a magnificent window in 
the hall, and overhead the rafters which carry the ceiling are 
curiously pafinted. 

Old St. Julians, near Newport, is also still standing, but sadly 
altered and restored out of nearly all resemblance to the original 
house of Sir Wm. Herbert, which was presumably in the form of 
the letter E, a compliment to the Tudor queen which the gentry 
of those days were fond of paying. 

Also in the High Street, at Newport, the Murringer House 
still stands; this was the residence of Mr. George Herbert, the 
brother of the Master of St. Julians. 



Ode in praise of the Morgans of Gwent, 


IN order to understand the importance of this poem, it is 
necessary to remember the part the Morgans played in local and 
national history before Benwyn’s time. They were firstly the old 
princes of Dyfed, “ the men of the West ” as the poet calls them. 
They combined too in their blood, the long line of the Princes of 
Caerleon. In the 14th century Sir Morgan Meredith and his 
son-in-law, Llewelyn ab Ifor, the father of all the Morgans. Next, 
his three sons, Morgan, of Tredegar, Philip, of Machen, and Ifor 
Hael, of Gwernycleppa. 

At the time of the wars of the Roses, Morgan Jenkin Philip, 
of Langstone, and his cousin, Thomas Morgan, of Machen, of 
Machen, both fought for Henry VII. In the French Wars of 
Henry VIII. the following won great honours: Sir Thomas Morgan, 
of Pencoed, and his sons, Sir William and John Morgan, of 
Caerleon. And for Elizabeth in the wars with Ireland, Spain, and 
in the Low Countries, Sir Thomas and Sir William Morgan, of 
Pencoed, and also their cousins, the Morgans of Pencarn. This 
briefly shows some of the men whom the poet had in his mind 
when he wrote this poem. 

No. 1. 

Dyma Odl o foliant i’r Morganiaid o Went. 

Darllenais, unais enwi—dewisgamp 
Disgwyl Map y Mwndi; 

Didrist lyfr y brawd Odri, 

Da holl swydd deallais i. 

Ni wn i enwi ennyd—welediad 
O wledydd yr hollfyd 
Well rhwydd Went, y lle’i rhoddwyd, 

Am roi holl bum’ rhyw o yd. 

Yd a gwin hefyd, ac hafog—aur, 

A geiriau trugarog ; 

Arian yn y sir lydan log 
A geir yno, gwyr enwog. 

Enwog genhedlaeth, lie cai weiniaid—help, 

A hil y Brytaniaid, 

A phenaf, rhwyddaf wrth raid, 

Ar gynnydd, yw’r Morganiaid. 



Y Morganiaid blaid aeth o’r blaen—erioed, 
Ar Ieirll, a’u holl gwmpaeft ; 

Y mae ar hyd anfyg maen 

Y bri etto, a Bryttaen. 

Ym Mhryttaen oreu ymroi attyn’—byth 
Y gwnawn bawb a’u hedwyn ; 

Y Morganiaid, mawr genyn’ 

Yw gwedi hap y gwaed hyn. 

Y gvvyr hyn, ac o’r henwaed, 

O’r iaith sydd oreu erioed, 

Y rhan ymlaen eu rhanwyd, 

Am roi, gwn, y Morganiaid. 

Morganiaid ym mrig ynys 
Mwy bo eu dawn ymhob dinas 
Mawr yw y clod breunod [word missing] 
tylyn ei goiio ymhell mae [word missing]. 

Ar hyd daear glyd wyr glan 
Faith weddi fyth iddyn’ ; 

A gair am aur ac arian 
I bawb, a’i wedd i bob un. 

Un rhoddion gwychion yw'r gwyr, 

A’u dugiaid o Dredegar ; 

Un gair geir ddeunaw' cant, 

Un foliant a’r hen filwyr. 

Y milwyr, mi a welais, 

Ugain mil a gaent i maes 
Ar ofalfyd rhyfelfeirch, 

A gwyr meirch goreu yn f’oes. 

Goreu yn f’oes gwyr am win, 

Goreu ymysg y werin ; 

Gwelaf yn lanaf o lin—brenhinoedd, 

Gwyr lluoedd y Gorllewin. 

O Orllewin a’r lluoedd, 

A gwleddoedd digel oeddent ; 

I Ddwyrain hwy sydd oreu, 

O Ddeau wych y ddwy Went. 

Aur im rhan arian aurent,—ym [missing] 
Ymhob man sidan osodent ; 

I bob rhai mwnau orchmynent,—heb drai 
I’w tai a haeddai hwy a wahoddent ; 
t Y rhain sydd gywrain ragorent,—heb drain 
O Fynw i Gaint o Fon i Gwent. 

Mewn rhyfel digel y dygent—y bel, 

A’r sel mewn batel yno y betent ; 

A bwyaill arw draill y dryllient—y llaill, 

Os campau eraill nis cwmpasent ; 

Os am wychen dros ymdrwsient,—wythnos, 
Aros mae achos, nag ymwychent ; 
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A bonedd mawredd ni myrent,—na gvvell, 

Ond coegedd cwynwedd y rhai canent ; 

Gwleddoedd niferoedd ni farient,—ar goedd, 

Os cynal ynial enwent,—pwy cystal 
Neu bu mor rial neb a roent ? 

Llysoedd, rhydd wleddoedd, pob rhai hvyddent—oedd 
Achoedd brenhinoedd obry’n Hen-Went ; 

Y Wenllwg diwg dawent,—bawb rag drwg 
Yno y cai olwg lle’i cynalent ; 

Ymhob llys dilys, hwy dalent—ffys 
Beirdd yr ynys, byrdd a rannent ; 

Cerddion ddigon a ddygent—gerbron, 

Yn haelion mawrion a gymerant ; 

Croniclau gorau a garent,—achau, 

Cerddau gan’ oesau a gynwysent ; 

Cloglau a gynnau a ganent—gerddau, 

Gwyliau diwiliau yno a dalent. 

Pysgodwyr, helwyr a hwylient,—hebogwyr, 

Yn hwy a milwyr acw ymwelent ; 

Eitha’r fro yno a unent—dario, 

Nid aent oddiyno nad eiddunent; 

A’r fyrddau moddau meddwent,—gan wleddau, 

Yn frau yn y cyrau yno y [word missing] 

F’enaid pawb ofynent—blaid 
Oes y Morganiaid, nis bat;genent ; 

Morganiaid blaid a bleidient,—wrth raid, 

Gadw y gweiniaid i gyd, gyd gwnent 
I gyd trwy’r byd, pwy beidient,—hefyd, 

Mawl cawn hergyd mal yn Ngheirgwent. 

Drwy Deirwent gwraiddent gruaiddwaed 
Uniawn o frenhinwaed ; 

Da gamp rwydd digwmpar waed, 

Darllenais, da yw’r llinwaed. 

Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant. 



William Morgan, of Llantarnam. 


WILLIAM MORGAN was the son and heir of John Morgan, of 
Caerleon, a younger son of the Morgans of Langstone and Pencoed 
Castle, Mon. He married Elizabeth Mansel, of Margam Abbey, 
Glam. His father, John Morgan, died in 1525. William Morgan 
purchased the lands of the dissolved Monastery of Llantarnam 
in 1553, and out of the ruins built a mansion, which then became 
the chief seat of this branch of the Morgan family. The grange 
of the Monastery, called Pentre Bach, was made the residence of 
the heir of Llantarnam. He was Knight of the Shire in 1555, 
1557 and 1558, and also served as High Sheriff of the County in 
1568. He was the founder of the free school at Caerleon, after¬ 
wards known as Williams’ Charity School. He died March 29th, 
1582. 

This poem to him describes him as of Caerleon, and being the 
builder of the new house on the site of the Monastery. It concludes 
with praises and compliments (and the bard is profuse in these) to 
his wife, one of the line of Mansell. 

This is an excellent example of the bard’s knowledge of Welsh 
pedigree. He first brings in Bledri, Prince of Dyfed, son of 
Cadifor Fawr. Next, Llewellyn ab Ifor, Lord of St. Clears, who 
married the daughter and heiress of Sir Morgan Merydydd, of 
Tredegar. Then mentions his descent from Iestyn ap Gvvrgant, 
Prince of Morganwg. After this come the names of two other 
great heroes of old Wales, Eidiol Gwent and Tewdwr Mawr. 
The poet next praises the union of the proud Morgans with the 
line of Brynach, and of Hywel, Prince of Caerleon. 

After a verse in praise of Elizabeth Mansel, William Morgan’s 
wife ; he continues to call up the heroes of the past, Nudd Hael, 
a chief of fhe sixth century, Rhydderch, son of Iestyn, Prince of 
Glamorgan, Einion, Cradog Fraich Fras, and Lur Llwyd, who is 
best known as the King Lear of Shakespeare’s tragedy. In closing 
the poem he makes mention of Dyonwal Hen, a prince of Gwent 
of the early fifth century, and his son Beli, who was a younger 
brother to Bran, the Blessed. 
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Thus in one poem the bard seems to cover the whole field 
of early Welsh history, showing his consummate knowledge of his 
subject. 


No. 5. 

Dyma Odl i William Morgan o Lantarnam. 

Awn at hael aurfael, walch arfog,—yn hawdd, 
Awn hyd y Fynachlog ; 

At wr grym y ato’r grog, 

Yn rhasol ein Sir oesog. 

Yn oesog osog hyd Asia,—ion oedd, 

Yn un o’r rhai pena’ ; 

Y Meistr William ddinam dda, 

Yn hawdd im, yn gu oddiyma. 

Oddiyma yr ymwan,—a mwstr 
Mr. William Morgan ; 

Y mae ei air am ei arian 
I’r byd, dros y pedwar ban. 

I’r pedwar ban y rhanwyd 

Y rhain oil, yn eu rhan aed ; 

Y rhyw sydd oreu erioed, 

Abl yw, draw y Bledriaid. 

O Bledri, enwi ei anian, 

Ymhob dull at Fab y Dyn ; 

Af a’i aurgenedl, o Forgan, 

Oleulwybr i Lywelyn. 

O Lywelyn, dyn a danedd—eryr, 

O aurwalch holl Wynedd ; 

O Iestyn aed i eistedd, 

A dano o Ia.rU, i Dy Nedd. 

O Dy Nedd duedd dros Dwywent,—hoywfryd, 
I Hafren mae i Went ; 

Aeth ei ergyd a Theirgwent, 

Er euro’r gwyr eryr Gwent. 

Eidiol Gwent tawent i’n tir, 

A’i deidiau oedd o Dewdur ; 

A’i actau megis Hector, 

A brau, gwych, a beri gwyr ; 

Ei einioes hen a uner, 

A’i ddead dros y ddaear. 

Y ddaear gyfan a gafas—ran oedd, 

Yr hon aeth wrth bwrcas ; 

Eseias yw ei seis as, 

Ucha’ unplaid, a chanplas. 

A’i blasau, ganai o’r Morganiaid—lew 
O lwyth y Brynachiad 
O Hywel oriel auraid 
[Word missing] folwn ble felyn blaid. 
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Mawr ddwyblaid a gaid heb gel—[word missing] 

Mrs. Elisabeth Mansel, 

Ei briod, yngod angel, 

Maith ar bawb, mwy aeth a’r bel. 

A’r bel ac a’r sel y sydd—ddoeth hwnt 
Yr aeth hon drwy’r gwledydd : 

I’r walch yw yntau, aurwydd, 

A’i hynt yn ail, hwnt i Nydd. 

Ail Nydd a Rhydderch o lanwedd roddion, 

Er euro’r tyrau, yw’r eryr tirion ; 

A hael, da, enwog, o hil dau Einion, 

O Gradog Freichfras, ac ail i Siason : 

O Lur Llwyd soniwyd, os uniawn—gweddi, 

Ac mae ei enwi fel i Gymeinion. 

Dilys ordeiniwyd o les i ddynion, 

Yn rhwydd diledaeth, yn rhwydd i dlodion : 

A rhwydd o iawnddysg, i urdd y beirddion, 

A gwin o ddigylch, a gawn yn ddigon ; 

A’i seigiau, gwr brau, ger bron,—sydd yno, 

A mawl oreuro, a milwyr hirion. 

Edn ei Fynachlog uwchlaw marchogion, 

Eiliawdr pas eiliawdr, ail i Absalon ; 

O’r tai sy agos i’r tywysogion, 

A hael car lliwiawdr Hywel Caerllion ; 

A ffyrdd briw heddywa’i wahoddion,—mwy, 

Sy gan dramwy, a’i seigiau’n drymion. 

Haelaf yw William o’r holl rai haelion ; 

Gwrolaf, dewraf yw o’r gwir dewrion ; 

Glanaf yw’r gwychaf, o’r holl wyr gwychion, 
Gweddeiddiaf, doethaf yw o’r gwyr doethion ; 

Gwr o fath Galaeth un galon,—heddyw, 

Gwr ail im ydyw, gar ei lamedon. 

Mae bwtre enw’og, mae bwyta’r gweinion, 

Mae fry’n ei windy led erw o windon ; 

Mae bri a llenwi pantriau llawnion, 

Mae ef ac ugain a mwy o gogion ; 

Mae’i wleddoedd filoedd, heb ofalon-fry, 

Mae’n agos allu mwy na Chaswallon. 

Un rule a Dywnwal yn rhol dewinion, 

A’i fri fel Beli, hyd ym Mabilon ; 

A’i dy glan obry ydyw Glynebron, 

A oedd yno un o’i fath oddiyno i Fon ? 

Er a oedd nagoedd enwogion,—lin ynys, 

Ei foli ydys, a’i filoedd a’i son. 

Ei gaer sy eilinodd i gaerau Salmon, 

Arthur barodgryf, wrth aur, a bordgron, 

Wr dewr, a chwegaint o aur dorchogion, 

Am eryr welais, y mae argoelion ; 

I’r aurwalch, doethwalch, aed bendithion—mael, 

A’i aurddewr hael ar y ddaear hon. 

Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant. 
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No. 27. 

I Mr. William Morgan o Lantarnam. 

Y gwr mawr goreu am win, 

Ac o’i radd goreu wreiddyn ; 

Y Mr. William meistrolyd, 

Ym Morgan, bedwar ban byd ; 

Seilio vvr draw sel i’w drem, 

Selyf hyd Gaersalem ; 

A doed dy gynheddfan da, 

Ddeiamwnt y Fynachlog oddiyma ; 

Paun o lin Went, pwy’n lanach ? 

Pont rhoi bwyd, na Pentre Bach ? 

Cymru drwy frig Gwent o’i fron, 

Carw a llywiawdwr Caerllion ; 

Mor wych yw’r ble, mawrwych blaid, 
Mawr genym o’r Morganiaid ; 

Homer wyd yma i’r iaith, 

Er adeilio i’r dalaeth ; 

Bildio yr wyt abl dai o rent, 

Bonedd tiriogwedd Peirgwent ; 

Drwy wneuthur wyt segur son, 

Cyrau a muriau mawrion ; 

Myned ac ymhob maenawr, 

Yn aur cun mwy na’r can mawr ; 

Emrys wedd am ras iddynt, 

Wrth wyr ac ail Arthur gynt ; 

’E droes Duw deg dros dy dad, 

Yn y dalaeth, yn daliad ; 

Dymunaf, unaf enwi, 

Digel fydd, dau gwelaf fi, 

O hil da Haelawyd in’, 

Hael filwr o Hywel Felyn ; 

Dvvywaith ogylch doeth ugais, 

O uniawn sel Einion sais ; 

Ewin o Goodwin ydwyt, 

A bwrt ail o Herbert wyt ; 

Dyn ir wyt o dyner iau, 

O Frychan yn ddifrychau ; 

Pwy os d’wedi, post deudir, 

Pwy un sy ail ? penad y sir ; 

Goreu wyt oil y gwr da, 

Goreu ond un ac ira ; 

Y mae lie bo gwehelyth, 

Mae’i wedd lie bo bonedd byth ; 

Bryttwn wyt, brau attyn wr, 

Bryd odiaith, brau o Dewdwr ; 

Prynu, nau par yn ein us, 

Prynu pob rhyw o ynys ; 

Gofyn cerdd gyfiawn y cawr, 

A’i deall cyn pen dwyawr ; 

Blaena’ wyt oil, blaen od ion, 

Beli hyd ym Mabilon ; 

Mae i mi dy weddi'aw, 

Mae dy Went drwy deirwent draw ; 
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Concwerio, a rhanu rhain, 

Trefydd, tyrau gwlad Rhufain ; 

Da i roi’n iawn yn llawn lies, 

Daleb fel Mithridates; 

Carolodd acw’r eilwaith ; 

Cawr a bw balch, car bob iaith ; 
Doethach a brauach ger bron, 
Doethach na’r seithwyr doethion ; 
Sicr wyt ion o’r dynion da, 
Saithwell na’r gwyr o Scythia ; 

Y mae it’ win a doethineb, 

A thy yn well na thai neb ; 

Bildaist, mynaist dai meinin, 

Bildad yw, syw megis Sin ; 
Parlyrau, tyrau, tiroedd, 

Pwyswr y gad, pass yw ar goedd ; 
Pysgod o fil pwysgilydd, 

Pwrcas sy well parcau sydd ; 
Priodaist gawr, pur odwych, 

Per yw’r gwaith, pur o wraigwych ; 
Meistres Elisabeth difeth daid, 
Mwyn seren mynwes auraid ; 

Un purwych o enw fynwyd, 

Mansel aeth ar bel drwy’r byd ; 
Ulyssus yn ei Droylus draw, 

Wyt o irwalch i daraw ; 

A hithe’, Penelope lan, 

I’r siroedd a roes arian ; 

Mur yd wyt, mawr a adwaen, 

Os hyn yw’r peth synwyr pen ; 

A thebyg, glan di anael, 

O fawr hap i Ifor Hael ; 

Soryn a fydd ryw syrwalch, 

Sorr o beth sy rhew a balch ; 
Tithau, fy Arglwydd doethaf, 

Am un iaith gwr mwyn i’th gaf ; 

Yn lanwalch ail yw Newart; 

Didiol wyr ydyw Edwart ; 

Yn bor llin heb wr y llu, 

O gywrain ddyg i’w garu ; 

Iesu a’i frath yn ei fron, 

I’th dario i waith dwyron’. 


Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant, 



William Herbert. 


THIS William Herbert was the elder brother to George Herbert, 
of Newport. He inherited the estate of St. Julian’s from his father, 
Sir Walter Herbert. He increased his influence by marrying Jane, 
daughter and co-heiress of Sir Wm. Griffiths, of Anglesea. The 
other sister married Sir Edward Stradling, of St. Donat’s Castle, 
and was the friend and patroness of Dr. Shon Dafydd Rhys. 

In his youth he, William Herbert, was a wild young fellow, 
and was one of the chief actors in a famous riot at Newport in 
1545, which ended in a long Star chamber hearing. After a squabble 
over a dog on a certain Sunday morning, he drew a dagger and 
wounded one of the cadets of the house of Morgan. William 
Herbert escaped out of the town and fled to the Abbey of Llan- 
tarnam. This incident led to a general rising of the rival clans of 
Herbert and Morgan. 

In this funeral ode the families of Bridges and Croft are in¬ 
troduced. The first of the Herberts of St. Julian’s, Sir George, 
married Jane, daughter of Sir Richard Croft, of Herefordshire. 
William Herbert’s maternal grandmother was Florence, daughter 
of Sir Giles Bridges, of Coberlay, Gloucestershire, who married 
the first Sir William Morgan, of Pencoed Castle. 

No. 45. 

Awdl Farwnad i Mr. Herbert o St. Julian. 

Creawdwr naf, llywiawdwr nef a llawr,—a’n lladdodd 
Am roi llew ar elawr ; 

Camp oergas, cwympo aurgawr, 

Cwymp cadarn dydd y farn fawr. 

Dirfawr ddiffaith daith oedd dwyn dart,—mwstroedd 
Y Mr. William Herbart; 

Difai oedd Duw i Fowart, 

Dwyn yw ei was dan ei wart. 

Dwyn ei wart Herbart fu gam,—na dwylen, 

Rhoi dialedd arnam ; 

Duw alwodd i’w dy William, 

Do, ef aeth i lys Duw a’i fam. 
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Mam Duw yn blaid a gaed i’r gan,—a gair 
Y gwr o St. Silian ; 

Mawr gwaed Herbert, nid gwart gwan, 

Mwy ergyd a’r waed Morgan. 

Llwyth Forgan, tarian y taid,—llwyth Godwin, 
A brenin barwniaid ; 

Llwyth Dafydd Gam, blaenlam blaid, 

Llwyr glaimio llew’r Gwilymiaid. v 

O’r Gwilymiaid rhaid ac o Rys—ytoedd, 

O Walter Harys ; 

O’r Morley bo lanwe’ lys, 

O bryd Syr Giles Bridges. 

O’r Bridges groyw weddus grefft, 

O’r cryf Risiart aer y crofft ; 

O warinaf sieraf sifft, 

O Dewdwr hen d’wedai’r hyfft. 

Hyfft i barsel ochelwyr, 

Hyff y rhain na bai’n mor byr ; 

Ac o hyd, ail i Gai hir, 

Ail am iaith oedd William ior, 

A’r llew clan, a’i Iarll Clare. 

O Fair gall! na fai byw’r gwr ! 

Gwr ar lu Cymru rhag anrhaith—arnam, 

Fyw William fywoliaith ; 

Gwr dewrwych gario awduriaith, 

Gwr erioed goreu o’r iaith. 

Iaith Cymru ddarfu, och ! gan ddirfawr—gri, 
Drwy holl gred am rygawr ; 

Fwrw blodeu un ar unawr, 

Garw St. Silian lan i lawr. 

Saith i lawr rhygawr Urien Rheged,—ail, 

Pwy nad wylo’i fyned ? 

Fwyn walch, adu’n y fynwent, 

Beli Gwent, bwy ail am ged ? 

Yn iach ged, neu drwydded draw, 

Ar ol Herbert rhyddwart rhyw ; 

O’i eisieu rhoed oes o rew, 

Ynte a’i lys dawnus Duw. 

Duw dyg iraiddwalch dig arwyddion, 

Lew dewr gyrodd aelod o’r goron ; 

Duw’n lias y deyrnas, dwyn arnon’,—diwysog, 
Ni bu mor ddoniog neb ar ddynion. 

* Och ! farw y cadarn o daw arnon’ 

Marw sy eisoes mwy na marvv Siason ; 

Holl dair Gwent, gwylent ac wylon,—nacad, 
Wr a gadwai’r gad o’r coedwigon. 

Och ! farw yr haelaf uwch arwyr haelion, 

Och ! farw y dewraf, gwychaf o’r dewrion ; 
Ein Herbert rial ail i Absalon, 
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A bwrw rhywiogvvalch fel wybr yr eigion ; 

Och ! och ! can och cwynion—Constantinople, 
Eisieu avvdwr pobl sy hyd dwr Pablon. 


O farw Mr. William ofer mwstrelon, 

E’r llew hoff enwi ail Iarll y Ffynon ; 

O ddwyn mab mae’n drist meddwl pob Cristion, 
Syr Walter enwog sy feistr marchogion ; 
Gwenllwg, Morganwg i gwynion,—deg oes, 

O DdiW mawr eisioes y daw ei ymryson. 

Chwa ef bendefiges am ail i Esoa, 

Ei wr^ig uchwelwaed rhywiog gwae’i chalon, 
Olwea dyg wirfryd, neu ail deg Eurfron ; 

EisiAU y dewrwalch o Iesu dirion, 

Ny/ tryfedd fraint, haint i hon,—dan canwaith, 
ein odiaith am ail Lamedon. 


\Vylo 


Croes Daw i frodyr mewn trist fwriadon, 
vi chwiorydd eilwaith mewn chwerw ofalon ; 
Trist yw pob cefnder a chyfardderon, 

Trist Went oludog, trist hynt y tlodion ; 

Trist pleidiau, deuliaid, meddylion,—yn eu hoes, 
Trymloes haint einioes, gwae hynt ei weision. 


Yn iach gair cofawer, yn iach gwr cyfion, 

Yn iach llywodraeth na chura Hadron ; 

Yn iach wr rhoddwych, yn iach aur rhyddion, 

Yn iach gael cyngor, na rhoi cerddorion ; 

Yn iach Nudd ufydd dwy lan afon,—wysg, 
Wylent i’r Wysg, llifwysg yn ol ei llefon. 

O farw Herbert gall ail i Gaswallon, 

Adwyth brwd oernych, saeth rydd brawd arnon’ ; 
A chur, ail ydoedd ef wrth rhyw wladon, 

E wnai ei filwyr yn un afaelion ; 

Faeth Brycheiniog enwog Inon—a Mynwe, 

O wysg i Da we, i wisgo duon. 


O Garadog Fraichfras hyn ei gredon, 

Yr hanodd William hynaidd olion ; 

O Hywel fri i fy Nghaerllion ; 

Castellau, cadau, gwleddau goludon ; 

Naw cant ; a gwynant, ac o Einion—Sais, 

Ei henwais, dygais lie hem yw digon ; 

Aeth ef hyd y nef ei nwyfion—amlwg, 

A llew yngolwg llu angylion ; 

William O ! William, awelon—enuwaidd, 

Yr eurllew ernaidd, yn iarll arnon’. 

Arnon’ lywydd bydd bob awr,—ei wettef, 

Wyr syr Waller rhygant ; 

Ni ad William hyd elawr, 

Gwr Hid, heb ei guro i’r llawr. 

Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant. 



Edmund Morgan, of Bedwellty, 


EDMUND MORGAN, of Bedwellty was the fourth son of Thomas 
Morgan, of Machen, Esquire of the body to Henry VII. He lived 
at a house called Rhos Newydd, at Bedwellty. He also had 
another house close by called Penllwyn Sarph in which his eldest 
son, Henry, lived. His four younger sons, all of whom are 
mentioned in the poem, were Sir Rowland Morgan, of Bedwellty, 
Andrew Morgan, of Pant-rhiw-goch, William Morgan, of Llan- 
trisant, and Sir Thomas Morgan, of Rhiwperra Castle. In the 
poem his sons are called “ Y pump brodyr.” It also records in 
the second verse that he was buried at Caerwent, in which parish 
he had a small country seat called Lan Melin. Owing to the local 
custom called the law of Gavel, by which Edmund Morgan carved 
out estates for all his sons out of his own, he fell into reduced 
circumstances. In the Stradling correspondence there is a very 
pathetic letter written by the old man to his second wife’s nephew, 
Sir Edward Stradling, of St. Donat’s, in which he says “ Such is 
my hard fortune, right worshipfull, as I am forced now in my latter 
days, by reason of some extraordinary charges of late fallen upon 
me, to request the aid of my good friends, kinsmen, and well- 
wishers, for the relief of my present necessity.” This was dated 
11 at my poor house, Bedwellty, the 12th day of July, 1584.” It is 
a charming example of a poor relation’s letter written in the mag¬ 
nificent English of Elizabeth’s reign. 

His first wife was Jenet, daughter of Matthew ap Rhys Fychan, 
a family mentioned in this poem to his memory. He died in 1590. 
No. 49. 

Dyma Farwnad Mr. Edmund Morgan o Fedwellty. 

Mae cwyn hir i’n tir ddwyn tarian—ymaith, 

Mr. Edmund Morgan ; 

Mae wb wb maith ymhob man, 

Mae llif traw, mae lief truan. 

Hir gwynfan truan lie trydd, — mwy oerwae 
Am aurwalch Rhos Newydd ; 

Yn Gaerwent fynwent a fydd, 

A blinwae heb lawenydd. 

Dilawenydd dilynaeth, 

Difri beirdd gwae ni a’n iaith ; 
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Diwared im, di wr doeth, 

Drwyddo i’r llawr diwreiddio’r llvvyth. 

Llwyth Morgan weithian a wnaethpwyd—d’wedant, 
Llwyth Tewdwr a dorwyd ; 

Llwyth Iestyn er hyn i’r rhwyd, 

Oedd oreu a ddaearwyd. 

Daearwyd, dodwyd d’wedan’—Walchmai Gwent, 
Hael cwynent hil Cynan ; 

Do, i fedd yn Medwellty fan, 

Doe henwaf wrthdo’i hunan. 

Ei hunan weithiau pawb wnaethwyd—byth, 

Yn y bedd ei gadwyd ; 

Ing er lief angeu, wr llwyd, 

A’i dygodd, yno’i digiwyd. 

Dig o’i ddwyn yw’r cwyn ail Syr Kai—fuchedd 
O’r Fychans a’r Whitnai ; 

A daeth bendith fewn ei dai, 

Aed udlef am waed awdlau. 

Pob gwaed aeth dan draed yn drist, 

Pan aeth hwn gwn a wnaeth gost ; 

Parodd bob dydd drwy ffydd ffest, 

Parodd fil, Duw pura fydd dyst. 

Duw’n dyst na aned un dyn, 

Erioed ei well, auraid Ion ; 

Da, rhwydd o achau da’u rhun, 

Da eu caed o Garadog hen ; 

Da geidwad o dy Goodwin, 

Da, glew, o Gliffort, a glan. 

Glanaf a doethaf bendithion,—cofier, 

Cafodd gan y tlodion ; 

Glanaf fu’r gwalch, difalch don, 

Gawr dawnus gar dau Einion. 

O ddau Einion oedd enwog, 

O dy Herbert fry aur frig ; 

Un Hew a Griffwnt Gwaen-llwg, 

A’i lew d 5 ' o Forley deg ; 

A dwbl ach Bleddyn diblyg, 

O honynt dyn oedd, o hynt di-nag. 

Dinag aeth odiaith baun doethaf,—duwiol, 

Diwedd mis Gorphenaf ; 

O un radd wedi addef, 

Dyn well nis cafodd Duw naf. 

Gwell oedd am wladoedd Emrys Wledig, 

Gwell na iarll ymhell nid oedd amhwyllig ; 

Gwell oedd na chadell ac nid o ycbydig, 

Ynteu fu oreu o Went i Ferwig ; 

Goreu ysgwier brau gorwych brig,—bonedd, 

Goreu fu fawredd ac arfau Feirig. 

Brenin baun Dyfed brau yn bendefig, 

Brau lew Elystan enwau mae’n unig ; 

Ail Hector mewn cor mwyn lwyn Cirig, 
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Baun os does dyddiau bu’n Ustus diddig ; 

Bu’n ail Launcelot, nod mewn enwedig—fan, 

Bu ail at oedran bu o hil Tewdrig. 

Gwae ddivvalch burfalch y bumaig orig, 

A chwyn ei ferched sydd flinedig ; 

Gwae son ei wyron am ail Gai Warwig, 

Gwae maent weled y dydd nodedig ; 

Gwyr Duw gwyn er hyn ar heini—gamau, 

Gwae ini o’i eisiau galonau ysig. 

Etifedd glanwedd y sydd galenig, 

Y Mr. Rolant nen ei wlad arbenig ; 

Ein haelaf dan gred yn ganmoledig ; 

Yn wir o freuder yn arferedig ; 

I’r wlad am ei dad, yma di—gwmpar, 

Yn Gymro odwar yn gymeredig. 

Andrew naf nesaf wna lu yn ysig, 

Edr^und sydd drydydd ffydd ddidroedig ; 

William bedwerydd yn hydd boneddig ; 

Ynteu yw’r pumed Thomas ddoniedig ; 

Y pump brodyr, gwyr sy’n rhagori—Gwent, 

A’u pump tent dodent yn gyswlltedig. 

Y mae pen haelder yn y tomb cerig, 

Y barwn tybiais na bu’r un tebig, 

O waed mawr iddo wedi moriddig, 

O Went i Ddulyn tref hwnt Wyddelig ; 

Ei glod a gaiff fod wr safedig— dent , 

O Gent oil i Went, a hyd Gelliwig. 

Am wr cawn wylo y marw canolig, 

Yn iach rhoi yn ol basg a nadolig ; 

I’m aur na gwinoedd mwy ’nawr na’i gynig, 

Ei fab drwy holl gred yw’r drych daredig ; 

Yn nghyfoeth tradoeth, lie trig—Meredydd, 

Yn euro gwledydd mae’n wr galwedig. 

Oedran Crist trwy gred orchymynedig, 

Oedd pan ei doded yn wr claddedig ; 

Pymtheg cant dodent yn warantedig, 

A phedwar ugain y byd bileinig ; 

A naw ac un, draw hyd rig,—y pryd hwnt, 

Y daeth ddoe’ch Einwnt, a’i ddoeth ddychymig. 

Er chwedl gwae genedl a holl Forganwg, 

Wyro’i gorwyron a’i dynion doniog ; 

A’i weision dewrion fel meirwon diwrig, 

A’i cwyn maith yn iaith, a phob lie sy’n wag, 

Am wr crych, ffelwych ail Ffaleg,—wylent, 

Yn ei ol y rhodient yn alaredig. 

Alar aeth pan aeth yn wir—ei henwaf, 

A hyn drwy gan-sir ; 

Am Ion ymhob ton ein tir, 

Acw’n nial y cwynir. 

Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant, pan oedd oed Crist 
mil punt cant pedvaar ugain a deg. 



Rowland Morgan, of Machen. 

ROWLAND MORGAN, of Machen, an elder brother to Edmund 
Morgan, of Bedwellty, and a cousin to the old Squire of Tredegar, 
William Morgan. The Squire having no legitimate heir, the 
Tredegar estates should have passed to Rowland, but there was 
evidently bad feeling between these cousins, for the Squire in his 
will took elaborate precautions to prevent the estates coming to 
Rowland. He left them to Miles Morgan, a son of his base son 
John Morgan, of Newport, and failing his having heirs male, left 
the estates to two branches of the Herbert family, in rotation. 

But fate quite upset all his calculations, for Miles Morgan 
married Rowland’s daughter, Elizabeth, and the Herberts being 
extinct in the male line, Miles bequeathed the Tredegar estates to 
his brother-in-law, Thomas Morgan, of Machen, Rowland Morgan’s 
eldest son. 

The introduction to this funeral ode is very curious. It is a 
Welsh pedigree drawn up with quaint conceit, tracing the Morgans 
back in unbroken line to Meirig, King of Dyfed, one of the four 
kings who carried the four golden swords in front of King Arthur 
at the great feast at Caerleon-on-Usk. 

No. 50. 

Dyma Farwnad Mr. Rholant Morgan o Fachen, mab ac aer Mr. Thomas o 
Fachen, ap Syr John Morgan ap Ifan ap Llewelyn ap Ifor ap Cledri, ac 
oddiyno i Feirig, brenin Dyfed, un or pedwar Breninoedd yn dwyn 
pedwar cleddyf aur ar y wledd fawr yn Nghaerllion ar Wysg o flaen y 
Brenin Arthur. 

Dyma Farwnad Mr. Rholant Morgan o Fachen. 

Cenwch glych, cwynwch am ail Cynan,—ar wyl 
Mr. Rholant Morgan ; 

Cwyn pawb am wr cwyn pob man, 

Canys draw y cwyn sy druan. 

Truan yw’r cwynfan acw’n anferth—sydd 
Trwy’r sir am wr prydferth ; 

Treisiwr bu’r angen Traserth, 

Trin ddoe a wnaeth droi’n ddinerth. 

Ond di-nerth a serth oedd wyn Swch—y Sir, 

Yn ei chwerddir ni cherddwch ; 

Wyr Syr John hyd r’on oedd drwch, 

Ail awdwr Morgan wylwch. 

Brau wylwch, bu rhialwaed, 

Bu, bu, wae’r llu am wr llwyd ; 
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Baladr ewythyr Bledriaid, 

Brig aeth i’w fedd, brau gwaith foed. 

Gwaith foed Tewdwr rhoed o’i hil rhwydd—ei gor 
Gwae ni gyd o’r arwydd ; 

Gwaeth fvth angeu sydd, a’i swydd, 

Yw’n herlid, gwae ni Arglwydd. 

Gwae ni Arglwydd rhwydd Duw nef, rhaid—wyio 
A rhwyno drwy’r enaid ; 

Gwae am wr brau goreu gaid, 

Gwae’r genedl, a gwae’r gweiniaid. 

Y gweiniad bawb a gwynant, 

I’m rhoi yn ol y Meistr a wnant ; 

Aed am rialwaed Mr. Rholant,—ddwyn du 
I’r ddaulu arddelwant ; 

Whitnai ac awdlau bob gant, 

A duon ynau dawant. 

Dawant wyr a phlant a phlaid,—y Fychans, 

Dif^i ach oedd auraid ; 

Doent o’i ddwyn, a’i cwyn y caid, 

Daw maith yw do Mathewiaid. 

Aeth Mathew yn ei iaith yn ol, 

Ach rhwydd o Iestyn wych rol ; 

Ach Ffleming a’i fyddin fil, 

Ach Nefrber sonier a’i sel ; 

Elystan, Cynan nid cul, 

A dau Einion dai anial ; 

O dai y rhain a dai Rhun, 

Ydoedd ar goedd clywch ar gan ; 

Ac o iawnfodd o gwynfan, 

Uwch chwe mil o achau man. 

Man oeddynt a mynyddig, 

Man lie bai, a’i dai oedd deg ; 

Meistr gw) ad oedd o Garadog, 

Mewn ei dai mwyn a di wg. 

Di wg yn NgwenlKvg oedd, ac ymhob llan, 

Da fu wr auraid o dref aur Waring ; 

Da o Feirig Goch a Devereuxaid hwn, 

Da o waed Gwilym diwyd ei Galwen ; 

Da fu a’i deulu meddylyn’,—a’i gwrt, 

Da wr o Gliffort a dewr a gloywffyn’. 

Ei gleddau auraid Arglwydd y Werin, 

A barai heddwch, a bai rhai haeddent ; 

Ar falch awdwrfalch a’i wayw, a’i darian, 

Y gyrai grydwst y gwr a gredyn’ 

Yij iaith Fodri ach ochwn,—am bencadr, 

A llwyth Cadwaladr oil aeth, cydwylwn. 

Tynwyd draw effaith at enw driphen, 

Trwy ei dwym iawn aurwalch tarw du mewn arien, 
Trwy air bu lew-du o waith boed loywdyn, 

A llew coch difeth Meredydd Gethin ; 

Tri chastell er gwell imi gwn mewn—cochel, 

Y gwr oil, Hywel o Gaerllion. 
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Griffwnt mewn aur hwnt a phob rai wyr hyn, 

Du oedd ei grest, hy ar bawb bu yn ben ; 

Gwr o iawn burwaed goreu un barwn, 

Goreu oedd ar goedd Mr. Rolant gwyddau ? 

Goruwch llu y bu ni ro’i bin er neb ; 

Gwr dewr ddi wyneb gwyr Duw a dynion. 

Ach Clare a’i lawr ar holl dai mawrion, 

O’i farw ddoe aurwalch afrai ddewrion ; 

Osog tir yma, a’i seigiau trymion, 

A gwleddau diwall, ail i Gaswallon ; 

Arthur Machen bur ych bon—yr ynys, 

Aeth yn ei aergrys, aeth yn naeargron. 

Mae tal am eryr, mae gwyr ac wyron, 

Mae difai obaith, mae dau o feibion ; 

Mr. Thomas mewn gras mwy na’r gwr Esson, 

A Mr. Harry wych yw drych hyd y rh’on ; 

Mae’r ddau uwch tyrau tarion—am ein iaith 
Mewn eurllew eilwaith yma’n Iarll elon’. 

A dwy chwiorydd da achau hirion, 

Ail merched briaf uwch Rhymi afon ; 

Y ddwy oreu mwy oddiyma i dir Mon, 

A Mrs. Mary ymhob gwedd'iwn ; 

A Mrs. Gwawr fires hoff yw’r hon—Elisabeth, 

A maen uwch ei bedd, mewn achau boddion. 

Y brawd ail Hector yn rhaid ei goron, 

Yma anturwalch Mr. Edmwnt tirion ; 

Yn drist ei riaint mawr eu braint gerbron, 

A phawb drwy Gymru a dillad duon ; 

A’r naw Muses draw pan droion,—wir cant, 

Yn cwyno Rholant acw ner haelion. 

Yn iach wr cefnog ymlaen arfogion, 

Yn iach call bellach a gwnaed pawb allon’ ; 

A phur wiw gynal a pheri gwainion, 

Yn iach wr serchog uwch aur dorchogion ; 

Wedi lief a’i nef ail Mab Non,—da ei gred, 

Yn iach yw gweled un o’i wych galon. 

E geir ffein ddugiaid o’i gorff yn ddigon, 

Eto ufyddwalch o’i etifeddon ; 

E geir Mr. Thomas yn ail i Siasson, 

Yma wr galant y mae argoelion ; 

Ac o’i blant ffyniant Iarll y Ffynon—ail 
Ei lu am adail ei Lamedon. 

Pymtheg cant gwarant ato ymgwyront, 

Pan aeth oedd oed Crist fe wyr pob Cristion ; 

Pedwar ugain cain os cywir y canon ; 

Penvd aeth i gyd ergydion—angeu, 

Wb ! wb ! o’i eisiau i bawb a’i weision. 

Cwyn gwyr Tredegar dugiaid—a’i cwyna, 

Pen cenedl Morganiaid ; 

Cawr cymen nef i’r enaid, 

Cawn wir ble cwyn oer ei blaid. 

Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant, 1584. 



Sir William Herbert. 


SIR WILLIAM was the leading man in the district of that time. 
A man of large possessions, allied to many noble families in 
England and Wales. From his mother, who was the Griffiths 
heiress, of Anglesea, he inherited large estates in North Wales. 
He was also the owner of a large estate in Monmouthshire, and 
besides St. Julian’s, had a house at Tintern, also a town house at 
Mortlake, near London, close to Queen Elizabeth’s Palace at 
Sheen. Added to these, he received a rich grant of lands in the 
South of Ireland from the Queen, as one of the pacifiers. He was 
a man full of an overwhelming pride of family, and on the death 
of his two sons from an accident, he insisted by his will that his 
only daughter must marry a Herbert or lose the estates. But she 
kept the estates by marrying Edward, Lord Herbert of Cherbury. 

The career of Sir William in the county and in Parliament is 
well sketched by the poet, who must have been very intimate 
with the fiery knight of St. Julian’s, who was certainly a very 
remarkable character, the author of several curious and interesting 
works. 

# 

In this ode the bard sketches the descent of Sir William 
Herbert from the Herbert line, the white line of the Earls. His 
grandfather, Sir Walter, and Sir John, son of the old Earl of 
Pembroke, starting with the golden line of the Saxon, Godwin, 
from whom Sir William, as descendent of Sir George, the first of 
the Herberts of St. Julian’s, claimed descent, and of Fitz Herbert, 
the Chamberlain to Henry I. 

Sir William is reminded that he is of the blood of David Gam, 
the Lady Owladys, David Gam’s daughter, being the mother of all 
the Herberts. He was also of the Morgan family (his grandmother 
was a Morgan of Pencoed), could claim descent from Ynyr, Prince 
of Gwent, and was also related to the House of Devereux. Could 
boast, too, of the blood of Caradoc Fraich Fras, and of Morley of 
Llansantfraid. Anyone familiar with the pedigree of the Herberts 
will at once note how correct our poet is in all these details. 
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No. 8. 

I Syr William Herbert o St. Gilian. 

Y gwr enwog aur uniawn, 

O lin ieirll Herbart lan gawn ; 

Syr William sy reolwr, 

O daid ieirll Herbart, wyt wr, 

Aer i William wrolwych, 

Wyt ner wyr Syr John o Auren, 

Brau hynt, mab Iarll Penfro hen, 

O aur lin Goodwin gadarn, 

Awdwr y fainc wyt a’r farn ; 

Syr William Sein George eilwaith, 

Selydd wyt a Nydd ein hiaith ; 

O dri Chamberlain a nen wyt, 

Gwynedd a ddaroganwyd ; 

O’r pump aurbost, myrbost maith, 

O Gymru wyt ddigauraith ; 

Oes rialwaed Syr William, 

Wyt ufydd gwaed Dafydd Gam : 

A’th blaid o’r Morganiaid gynt, 

Adwaen dy genedl ydynt ; 

Ynur a Devereux uniawn, 

O’u hil iaith gynil i’th gawn ; 

Cefnog o Garadog ran, 

Llyw wyt, enwaf, llew d’anian ; 

Wyt o Forley da fawrlwyth 
Yn wr llu gwell ner ieirll wyth, 

Doeth unial, da i’th honwyd, 

Da gamp, rhwydd, digwmpar wyd, 

Buost mawr dy gost ag hon, 

Yn urddwych yn Iwerddon, 

A’r wlad oedd danad yno, 

Alwad Iarll a’th olud Io ; 

Dy synwyr da sy enwyd, 

Dy fawr bwys sy’n dofi’r byd ; 

Dy ddeall, da yw, dduwiol, 

Deithiont y dyniol yn d’ol ; 

Oedd ddyn fwy rinweddau da, 

Wr dinag, erioed yna ? 

Ow ! nac oedd enwog iddynt, 

Y dewr, doeth, wyt oreu dyn ; 

Dofaist y wlad bendefig, 

Do, do, a du wyllt a dig ; 

Wyt gywir heb anwiredd 
I ras Elisabeth aur wedd ; 

Dy actau, eryr doctoriaeth, 

Drwy holl Iwerddon draw aeth ; 

Dwy flynedd da fael union, 

Duw’n hap, y buost yn hon ; 

A’th filwyr eryr euraid, 

A’th gamp fel Arthur i’th gaid ; 

Croeso Duw gwyn myn y mur, 

Wrthyd y dref ail Arthur ; 

Da i Went yw pawb a glyw glod, 
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Da addefir, dy ddyfod ; 

Nos fu ar Went a’i lluoedd, 

Nes dy gael, anosteg oedd ; 

Haul wyt i Went, haela dyn, 

O’th hoywdent pawb a’th edwyn ; 

Selydd a’i hynt gynt, Duw gwyr, 

Sonynt bu lai ei synwyr ; 

Gwreidda’n Ngwent, a’th dent i’th dir, 

Goreu lie mwy i’th gerir , 

Enill hil yn St. Silian, 

O’th loyw Arglwyddes, iaith lan, 

Ac o’th hil, ieirll Syr William, 

Yma eu ceir i ameu cam ; 

Nen y tir uniawn wyt ti, 

I’th ynys, a’th ddaioni ; 

Yn y Parliament dros Went war, 

Y cefaist fawrglod cyfar ; 

Ger bron gras Elisabeth, gawr brau, 

Aethost a’r clod drwy’r iaithau ; 

Yr honours uwch yr ynys, 

Yn gall i’th farn y son gwys ; 

Llyfrau o’th waith loywwaith lain, 

Awdwrllen mae’n ei ddarllain ; 

Duw wyr am synwyr sonwyd, 

Dan nef mai calla’ dyn wyt ; 

Siason ap Eson ein parth, 

Wyd ag ef hwde gyfarth ; 

It ran oedd, wyt rinweddol, 

I’th oes gael Tair Gwent i’th ol. 

Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant. 


No. 103. 

Cywydd i Syr William Herbert o St. Gilian. 

I Herbert eryr hirbarch, 

I nen uwch a’i ben a’i barch ; 

Aethoch a’r gair mwy weithian, 

Aethoch a’r gloch Gymro glan ; 

Enw ddygwch enwedigol, 

A hwynt i’ch oes hwnt i’ch ol ; 

Mr. William moes draw weled, 

Mynych oes i groes y gred ; 

Aer William o rialwaed, 

Arall wr gwych iarll o’r gwaed ; 

Dechreu camp da i’ch rhag cam, 

' Drwy Aliwns o Dre’ William ; 

Pwy rai a fai nag y fo, 

Purwalch un im gwmparo ? 

Cofiant am eich rhint a’ch rhan, 

Cofient agor gwaed cyfan ; 

Gwae rhai oil a bai lie bon, 

Genych a’r tri llew gwynion ; 
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Balch wrth falch walch mae’i wedd, 

Bw beilchion lie bo balchedd : 

Da ein cofio y dyn cyfiawn, 

Difwlch wr a difalch iawn ; 

Wyr Syr Walter, llawnder llys, 

Hebart enw Hibart ynys ; 

A blaen ydych, rhwyddwych ran, 

O Sins selydd St. Silian ; 

O Wynedd da ei gweddyd, 

O dri Chamberlain y’eh ben byd ; 

O Ddafydd Gam dinam don, 

Adwaenir, a dau Einion ; 

O Garadog goreu ydych, 

A’r tri cheliog enwog y’ch ; 

O Syr Risiart oes rasawl, 

Y Crofft, mab a wyr grefft mawl ; 

Barcley a Morley mawrles, 

Belydr ein hiaith Bledri yn nes, 

Ffres iawnwalch, Fferys henwaed ; 
Ffraeth lew o’n hiaith ffrwythlawn waed ; 
Cestyll Syr Hywel Costiwr, 

Car llin nerth Caerllion wr ; 

Gwr ych o’u gwaed goreu eich gwedd, 
Ganol pumthegllwyth Gwynedd ; 

O Iestyn waed, os da yn wr, 

A’ch teidiau o ach Tewdwr ; 

Ni wn enill iawn enwad, 

O un ail uwch yn y wlad ; 

I chwi roed o rwyddgoed wraidd, 

Wraig lanwych, rywiog, luniaidd ; 

Y Feistres ddiwies ddiwael, 

Hoff loer ein sir, Fflorence hael ; 

Ac o’r llwythau goreu gaid, 

Ein aur genedl Morganiaid ; 

Mansel, uchel yw’r achau, 

Mawr blaid a rhaid ei mawrhau ; 

Ni aned gwraig yn unair, 

Na merch wedi geni Mair ; 

O fonedd iawnwedd yna, 

A dysg a chynheddfau da ; 

Un Duw a rydd ich ion doeth, 

Arglwyddi o’r wraig loywddoeth ; 

Uchel hap, a chael o hi, 

Ddewisaidd Arglwyddesi; 

A iechyd ddedwyddyd dal, 

Ugein-oes i’ch i gynal ; 

Y gwr ych a gair uchel, 

I gyd aeth drwy’r byd a’r bel ; 

I iachau’r gwaeth chwi yw’r gwr, 

O gwn y daroganwr ; 

Goreu eich ty fry ar fron, 

Gerllaw i Gaerau Llion ; 

Gwn forfa briw gan fawrfeirch, 

Goreu mab a gwyr a meirch ; 

Goreu’n wir yw’ch tyr a’ch ty 
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Gwr hawddwych goreu heddy’ ; 

Goreu yw’ch caerau cerir, 

Goreu eich tyrau a’ch tir ; 

Gwenith-dir glo dir, gloywdeg, 

Gweirdir, coetir, pob tir teg ; 

Marldir, mwyndir, dyfrdir da, 

Maen nadd do maen a wedda ; 

Pysgod, adar, blysgar bias, 

Parcau hyddod pob pwrcas ; 

Hirbart wr Herbert auraid, 

Haela gwr dan haul a gaid ; 

Gynau i feirdd, gwin a fydd, 

Genych bo hir eich cynydd ; 

Genych aur a gawn, a chan 
Gwyr eraill a geir arian ; 

Gwr ych mwyn, goruwch Mynwy, 

Goreu mab a haedd gair mwy ; 

Duw roddo, da yr haeddych, 

Darian sir, deyrnas ych. 

Dafydd Benwyx a'i cant. 



William Morgan, of Tredegar. 


WILLIAM MORGAN, of Tredegar, head of the Tredegar family, 
belongs to an earlier generation than any of the other personages 
in this group. He it was whom I mentioned under Rowland 
Morgan, and dealt there with his efforts to prevent the family 
estates ever coming to his cousin. He was born about 1490, and 
died in 1568 or 9, for his will was made in 1568 and proved in 
1569. His wife was Catherine, daughter and heiress of Thomas 
Bodenham. They had no children, so that in him, the old direct 
line which had descended from father to son for thirteen generations 
was broken. He left the Tredegar estates to Miles Morgan, the 
son of his base son John a Morgan of Newport. This John 
Morgan was married to Elizabeth, daughter of Sir Edward 
Stradling, of St. Donat’s, Glamorgan. 

William Morgan was the early patron of our bard, and sheltered 
him in that old Tudor house at Tredegar which still stands hidden 
away behind the more modern Tredegar House. 


No. 46. 

Marwnad Mr. William Morgan o Dredegar. 

Pa rhyw fynych glych ? pa glochydd,—cwynwch, 
Na fo’n canu beunydd ? 

Panttryfawr yn y pentrefydd, 

Pa ryw son yn y papyrau sydd ? 

Cwyn y sydd bob dydd ni’m dawr—ymwared 
Ar ol marw’n rhygawr ; 

Cynhyrfodd byd, cwyn oerfawr, 

Cwympo’r llew ar gampau’r llawr. 

Duw mawr nef a llawr ymhob llan,—mie mwstr 
Marw Mr. William Morgan ; 

Dwyn i nef dyna ni’n wan, 

Duw wnaeth edn y daw’n weithian. 

Weithian gw a llefwn faint yw’n llafur—mawr, 

’Nol marw’n penadur ; 

Dwyn o’n parth ein dawn, a’n pur, 

Digabl risswnt Tredegar. 
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Un pur o Dref Degar deg, 

Ac yn llew Gwent a Gwen-llwg ; 

Iesu droes ein hoes i drig, 

Penyd ei wyr pan ei dyg ; 

Os dyg Duw is dinag daith, 

Y nen o hil Forgan aeth ; 

A bwrw i’r llawr obry’r llwyth, 

Dioesog dyg dywysog doeth ; 

Doethach oedd na’r saith doethion ; 

Un didwyll sel y dwedyn’, 

Dewraf oedd yn y dorf hon, 

Dewr a hael a Duw wyr h^n. 

Iesu gwyn hyn sy’n hir, 

Wylo ein hoes yn ol ein lor ; 

Uwch ei wart och ! och ! o’i wyr, 

O flaen cad mae’n flin y cur, 

Ni ddaw Duw’n diwreiddiau dar, 

Fyth i Went un o’i fath wr. 

Un gwr o Dewdur bob dydd,—a mawrgwyn, 

Syr Morgan Meredydd : 

Un oedd ef, oen o Ddafydd 
Meurig gynt, ym mrig gwydd. 

Gwydd Herbert blaenwart, mavvr ein blined—ddoe, 
Am ei ddwyn cyn gynted ; 

Adu o Syr Risiart, oded 
Ei grofft, uwch marchogion cred. 

Yn nghred ni ddonied un mor ddinam—fawl, 

O waith toed ac Adam ; 

Ni welvvyd Mr. William. 

Wr dewr gynt, erioed ar gam. 

Ar gam fry ni bu hael iawn lor—da in’, 

Fu ofyn Nai Ifor ; 

Wylais pan aeth ar elor, 

Hil Geiffwrt, o’r cwrt i’r cor. 

Yn y cor doded ein cawr nodedig, 

Amryfus ydyn’ minau’n rhyfiedig ; 

Yn ei ol yr ydym yn alaredig, 

O Gradog ni bu un gwr mor garedig, 

Fraichfras a’r deyrnas lor dig,—mewn cadoedd, 

A phwy enw ydoedd un mor ffyniedig ? 

O Gemys ydoedd yn gymwysedig, 

O ryw’r tair talaeth hyd yn Rhyd Telig ; 

Nid oedd o’r Gogledd un mor foneddig, 

Lew i’r dewr wiwffrwyth i wlad Affrig ; 

Eryr oedd ar wyr o’r wig,—i Gernyw, 

Ac o barth Ceirw hyd Arborth Cirig. 

O iawn wydd Dafydd yr oedd bendefig, 

Philip y Sant, pur awdwr enwedig ; 
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Yn oreu ar ddadyl, yn wr urddedig, 

O Lywarch iawnfodd llawrodd y llurig, 

O lewder Einion oedd alwedig—Sais, 

A’i hil oedd prydais hael wydd puredig. 

Arfau yr Awdwr sy arferedig, 

Tarian maes arian gyda moes hoywrig ; 

Tri phen tarw o sabl, yn dabl iawn debyg, 
Megis y d’wedan’, glan oedd ei glenig ; 

Llew coch adwaenoch dienig,—gwedi 
Griffwnd ei ddodi mewn aur toddedig. 

Tri chastell arian Caran myn Cirig, 

Mewn coch bwynt adoch y mae’n baentiedig ; 
Yn os ei dodir mae’n osodedig, 

Ar darian lydan y mae’n liwiedig ; 

O irwydd Howel orig—Caerllion, 

Ni ddaw Ion wiwdon un mor ddoniedig. 

Croes arw o arian tyban mae tebig, 

Nod abl osodiad yn ei dy blasedig ; 

Pedwar pen gwayw Haw iddo draw drig, 

Oil yn y Caerydd a’u llun yn y cerig ; 

Ar pedwar chwarter yn baiedig,—foes, 

Y groes iaitli odoes yn ddosbarthedig. 

Dyna ei arfau uwch moesau misig, 

Yn y fan ei gadaf yn fynagedig ; 
lawn ddwys, groyw odiaith yn ddisgriedig, 
Gwae ni o’i faddeu i’r gwiwnef feddig ; 
lor Fraichfras, am ras ym mrig—ei dynged, 
Yn gamp ei aded, ai yn gwympedig. 

Ei feistres tybiais nad oes un tebig, 

Catherine o’i eisieu Caittraw yn ysig ; 

Oerach y byrwyd nof uwch y barig, 

Am irlew sadwych mae mor loesedig ; 

Gwae hi o’i enwi, unig—ei gaded, 

O’i lor clau ddoded yn wr claddedig. 

Am lyw gwae aurwalch am ail Gewarig, 

Gwae hwynt i’w wledydd a Gwent wyledig ; 
Gwae i wir galonau ei wyr o’r glenig, 

Yn wir o’i ddodi yn orweddedig ; 

Ei lu o Gymru hyd Gamrig,—y sy 
Yn dwyn oes gwedi mewn du’n wisgedig. 

Ein aurgawr ydoedd yn wr gwaredig, 

Yn Gymro odwych yn gymeredig ; 

Yn lie rhy gadarn yn llew rhwygedig, 

I wan hardd ydoedd, yn oen gwarddedig ; 

Yn y fan ei d’wedan, wynfydedig—wlad, 

Y tad drwy godiad, y mae’n drigedig. 

O roes Duw blaned i’r Ast bileinig, 

A dwyn gwir awdwr yn ei dy’n garedig ; 



39 


Gan aur gwn anbap Gwener gwenwynig, 

Ym Mryste d’wedir y mae’n restedig ; 

Yn ei le i nine maen onig—y sydd, 

Oen Duw i wledydd y nai’n daliedig. 

Y Mr. Miles irwych wyt fel Sarig, 

Hvvn yw afarwy o hyn i Ferwig ; 

Yntef i Uther o Went i Fwythig, 

Ond ef yw cynffwrd hyd ar dwr Cynffig ; 

Hector walch ditalch, pendefig—y llu, 

Aer yw yn ei dalu aur y Nadolig. 

Y Nadolig yr af oni’m delir—hwnt 
O hyn i Dredegar; 

At nai darian, difai dur, 

Mr. William mwstr a welir. 

Arthur neu Beredur rhag bradych,—pawl yw, 

Yn y plas godidogwych ; 

Man yw i gael, mwyn, a gwych, 

Mana yn ddigon mynych. 

Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant. 



George Herbert, of Newport. 


THIS old Newport worthy was the second son of Sir Walter 
Herbert, of St. Julian’s, Newport. He lived in the old house in 
the High Street, Newport, which still stands, and is now known 
as the Murringer House. He was named George after his grand¬ 
father, Sir George Herbert, third son of William Herbert, Earl of 
Pembroke, who was the first of the Herberts to dwell at St. Julian’s. 

This funeral ode is a fine specimen of Benwyn’s peculiar style. 
The bard at once traces his dead friend’s pedigree back to Sir 
William Thomas, then on to Rhodri Mawr and Bledri. 

But apart from these genealogical details the poem contains 
some very striking lines, and is a good type of the Welsh funeral 
ode of that period. 


No. 99. 

Dyma Farwnad Mr. George Herbert o Gastell 
Newydd ar Wysg. 

Och ! och ! mawr gan och ym mrig ynys—draw, 
Nid rhwydd o’i ro dywys, 

Osod dyrnod Saturnys, 

Ar wych lew, gorwych ei lys. 

Dy lys ail Troylys at rialwart—mwstr, 

Yr aeth Mr. George Herbart; 

I dir bedd, Duw ar ei bart, 

Wr fel Ynur i’r flaenwart. 

I’r flaenwart a’i ddart, blin oedd am—eryr, 

Orwyr hen Iarll William 
O Benfro gynt, bu’n frau gan 
Eisieu dewrnerth, sydd arnam. 

Arnam lor dinam berchen das—aur elw 
O Syr William Thomas ; 

Yn geidwad ei gad rhag cas 
I ddynion ac i ddinas. 

Ar ddinas ac ar ddynion, 

A’r castell, oreu cwestiwn, 

Newydd-ar-Wysg, yn ddawr im, 

Abl aurwalch, bu ail Urien. 
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Ail Urien bu ben bob awr—a hyny 
O henwaed Rhodri Mawr ; 

Wrth bilainwae, aeth blaenawr, 

O grofft lin gwr hoff dai lawr. 

Bwriwyd i lawr Herbert lan, 

Brau dewis lwyth bridis lin ; 

Bwrw, och ! fawrgwymp braich Forgan, 

Bwrw Awdwr brau o Odwin. 

Bw ymhob dull mae mab y dyn, 

Baladr o imp Bledri Hen ; 

Bwrw fu oerwae brau Farwn, 

Abl o ryw Beli a Rhun. 

O wych Run uwch yr ynys, 

O Ddafydd Gam ddofawdd gas ; 

A gwayw ffurf ac o Fferys,i 

Y bu oil Siors bell ei Sias. 

Sias hir am y sir mae son,—ei siawns oedd, 

Ail St. George ar ddewrion ; 

Sias os aeth a wnaeth ein Ion, 

Selydd i basio haelion. 

Ar haelion y’ch ben uwch y byd—Herbart, 

Yn ei Fowart yn fywyd ; 

A Siars, gwyr Mr. Siors i gyd, 

Oedd yn oreu ddawn wryd. 

Ei wryd i gyd dros Dair Gwent—a’i aur 
A’i arian oedd cofient; 

Ei dai’n wir, ei dir a’i dent, 

Am y ddwywlad meddylent. 

Meddylent moddau alar, 

Mawr wae pawb wedi marw y pur, 

Mae’n oed son myned sy wir, 

Mawr lew a gwaed Morley ei gor ; 

Mis yw yn ia, mae eisieu’n ner, 

Mud ydoedd am waed Tewdwr. 

O Dewdwr gadarn daed ei ergydion, 

A hael car lie wych Hywel Caerllion ; 

A gwr hoff doniog o gyrff dau Einion, 

A gwr o ddugiaid goreu o ddigon 

Oedd Mr. George; ar goedd hwy gwyddon’—gael 

Y fath diiedwael fyth i dylodion. 

Tra fo lleng ar dir, tra fo llong ar don, 

Tra fo gwiw air od, tra fo gwaiwyr on ; 

Tra fo iach yn y byd, tra fo ych yn y bon, 

Tra fo huno maith, tra fo enwi Mon ; 

Trig o’i ddwyn oer gwyn ac union—hiraeth, 

Tra fo gwir o’r daith, tra fo gwair ar don. 
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Mae llif cri eilwaith y mae lief creulon, 

A dallwyd Dwywent a dillad duon ; 

Mor oer yw’r tyrau am eryr tirion ; 

Mae eisieu rhwyddwalch im oes a rhoddion ; 

Mewn pridd iawnwedd, gwae ddynion—o’i fod, 

Mae’n wir ei osod, mynai air Eson. 

Hwyr i’r bwrdd wythoes, hir o’r bardd weithion, 

A gwaew am ynys ail i Gymainion ; 

Hector y myraidd a’i actau mawrion, 

Yn aurwedd gawrbrau yn wraidd gerbron ; 

A’i dy’n rhydd beunydd heb anon—i’r naill, 

Heb warth i eraill, ac heb borthorion. 

Yn iach i’r golud, yn iach wr gwiwlon, 

A’i draill ami enill, a’i ddryllau melynion ; 

A’i iawn dras ogylch, a’i win dros eigion ; 

Ei les drwy y moroedd, a’i lestri mawrion ; 

Ynteu draw yn ffyniaw Iarll y Ffynon—oedd, 

A’i draill a gwinoedd, a’i dri-llew gwynion. 

Synwch ac wylwch y rhyw argollion, 

Swrth ddydd brawd ddyrnad y sy ddoe arnon’ ; 

Syrthio gwr dewrgall, ail i Gaswallon, 

Saith wae nai cwynai os cywir canon, 

Syr William Herbert, os ar alon—draw, 

Y brau wyr daraw, a bwrw rhai dewrion. 

Gwae frawd o’i eisieu, gwiwfryd a’i weision, 

Gwae hwy ei chwiorydd gan ochau hirion ; 

Gwae bawb o’i geraint, a gwae bob gwirion, 

Gwae byth ag eisieu, gwae beth a gawson’ 

Gwae Sir Fynwy gwir am ragorion—mwy, 

Gwae am Riw Sioswy, Gymry a Saeson. 

Cawn fyth o’i eisieu cwyn ni fethason’ 

Cawn eisieu tywysog ar wyr arfogion ; 

Cawn draw o madaw ac ail Lamedon ; 

Cawn achos coho, cawn uwch wysg afon, 

Cawn gwyn Herbert mwyn orchmynion—Troylus, 

Cawn drwy chwech ynys, cawn draw achwynion. 

Daeth och i filoedd, daeth i’ch ofalon, 

Daeth yn ol prudd-lew, daeth niwl heb roddion ; 

Daeth arfau daulu, daeth oer feddylion, 

Daeth fraw o’i eisieu, daeth hwy friwyson ; 

Daeth colled drwy gred dros y gron—ddaear, 

Duw gwyr doe eruwair, dyg wr da arnon’. 

Arnom dyg Duw Ion iawnwedd—do, eisioes, 

Dywysog o frenhinoedd ; 

Yn dduwiol awn o’i ddiwedd, 

I ochi byth uwch y bedd. 

Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant. 



Miles Morgan, of Tredegar. 


MILES MORGAN received the Tredegar estates by the will of his 
grandfather, who had no lawful issue. Miles came into the estate 
in 1569, when quite a young man. He served as High Sheriff of 
Monmouthshire in the 15th year of Elizabeth’s reign. He married 
a daughter of Rowland Morgan, of Machen, the heir male of the 
house of Tredegar, and he died in 1580, leaving the estates to his 
brother-in-law, Thomas Morgan, the Barrister, who was Rowland 
Morgan’s eldest son. This ode to Miles Morgan differs from the 
other poems, for the bard devotes the greater part of his song 
to describing in heraldic phrases the arms and quarterings 
of the Morgan family. The student of local heraldry will find 
this ode of great value, for here the arms of Morgan of Machen, 
the black bulls’ heads, and all the other coats are most accurately 
described. 

The Stradlings of St. Donat’s are mentioned because Miles 
Morgan’s mother was a Stradling, related to the Tewdwrs, the 
Kemeys, and of the blood of Einion ap Colwyn. 

No. 9. 

I Mr. Miles Morgan o Dredegar. 

Y gwr o gyff goreu gaed, 

Am aur genedl Morganiaid ; 

Tair oes ich walch trwsiech wyr, 

Trwy dygio edn Tredegar ; 

A lien Syr Morgan oil ych, 

Y Meredydd mawr ydych ; 

Mr. Miles, mwy stor i mi, 

Ych un Morgan ich henwi ; 

Hil Syr John waew unionwych, 

Ym Morgan darian dewrwych ; 

Tri phen tarw du ar luoedd, 

Twr ein hiaith drwy’ch tarian oedd ; 

Bu rain fry’n ei dy bob dydd, 

Bledri enwog baladr iawnwydd ; 

Torf rial ym Masaleg, 

Croes arian ar darian deg ; 

A phedwar pen hoff ydynt, 

A gwiw iaith gwenwyr ynt, 

A’r bedwar cwarter gwar gwych, 

Y groes arw a gras aurwych ; 

A’r Griffwnd, wr gorhoffwedd, 

Ewch i maes chwi oreu medd ; 

Tri chastell trosoch ystod, 

Trwy’r darian yn arian nod ; 
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Arfau Syr Howel aurfaes, 

Arfau Iestyn myn y maes ; 

Caradog Fraichfras cawr ydoedd, 

Cywir o’ch iaith car i chwi oedd ; 

Y Stradling, mewn ing mwyn wr, 

Uwch o deidiau ach Dewdwr ; 

O Gemys waed gymwys Ion, 

Oedd enwog o waed Einion ; 

O’r pump eurbost, fawrbost fu, 

Urddolwaed mawr ar ddaulu ; 

I chwi oedd, iach yw’r hawl, 

Yn briod un obrwyawl ; 

Mrs. Catherine, gwin ac aur, 

Enwog y rhydd o henaur ; 

Merch y gwr mawrwych gariad, 

Mwyn o lew, mwyna’n y wlad ; 

Y Mr. Rolant am [word missing], 

Ym Morgan a’i darian dur ; 

A goreu yw y gair aeth, 

Yn enwog drwy’r frenhiniaeth ; 

Ac un ar ddull Gweno o’r ddol, 

O’r hen wydd, a rhinweddol; 

Nid yw gwragedd heb weddi, 

Un obry’n hael yn ei bron hi ; 

Canmil yn ei bron, ail i Non nod, 

Clec yw onid cleceiod ; 

Unwedd enw iawnydd Anian, 

Ag oedd Benelope lan ; 

Chwitheu sydd nydd hon waew nas, 

Ael Oeswr i Ulyssus ; 

Yn chwytro yn y bow ni bydd, 

Eisiau uwch oes ac iechyd ; 

Unben nid uwch clod un bell, 

Oes ein iaith, nid oes un well; 

Iesu net, os yn afiach, 

A wnel eich dolur yn iach ; 

Iesu, rho i chwi oes yr hwn, 

Wr o bwys er y basiwn ; 

O daedd i’ch gwledd burwedd ber, 

A’ch ty yma a’ch tymer ; 

[Word missing] ced yr holl gyffredin, 

Nid cerith, gwenith a gwin, 

A’ch aur a roech i eraill, 

Wr nod, a’ch arian i’r naill, 

Ail i Syr John gyffon ged, 

Ym Morgan uwch am aurged ; 

Yn iarll ych gwelaf o’n iaith, 

A daed ydych nid odiaith ; 

A meibion wr lion, er lies, 

I chwi ieirllod o’ch iarlles ; 

A hir oes i chwi o’i harwain, 

Wr hael, i weled y rhain ; 

Unaf a chwi, nid anodd, 

A chyd a’ch byd, wrth eich bodd. 

Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant. 



Roger Williams, of Llangibby. 


THIS interesting Monmouthshire worthy was the founder of the 
well-known family of Williams, of Llangibby Castle, now called 
Addams-Williams. He was one of the old family of Williams, of 
Pen Rhos, near Usk, and was a cousin of that famous soldier, the 
other Roger Williams, who is best known as the historian of the 
Dutch Wars. These Williamses claimed descent from the old 
princely line of Caradoc Fraich Fras. 

Roger Williams was a man of wealth, and in 1545, purchased 
from Henry VIII. the dissolved priory of Usk ; soon afterwards the 
Llangibby estate, then called the Lordship of Tregrug. And at 
the foot of the mound on which stood the old castle, he built his 
house, called Llangibby. As the poet records in this poem, he 
married Sarah, the grand-daughter of Christopher Baynham, of 
Clearwell Court, Gloucestershire. His children are also recorded 
in the ode, Rowland, the heir, William, the second son, who lived 
at Cefn 11 a, near Usk. The poet also praises the five daughters, 
Cecil, Elinor, Ann, Mary and Jane. The poem is dated 1585, the 
year of Roger Williams’ death. 

It is curious to note the poet’s use of the pet name Rosser, 
instead of Roger. This name Rosser is now a well-known surname 
in Gwent. 

No. 130. 

Marwnad Mr. Roger Williams 0 Langybi. 

Tarawodd dial dros Ddwywent, 

Troed oedd waeth i’r trydydd Went ; 

Eisieu Rosser ner ein hiaith, 

William gwaer traigwlad eilwaith ; 

Ysgwier aeth is y gro, 

Am rylew mae oer wylo ; 

Aetl? y fraint ymaith a’i fri, 

Oil yn gwbl Plwyf Llangybi; 

Marw Rosser mawr ei ryswyd, 

Y sir dda, Duw sorri ddwyd ; 

Haws fuasai rhai wywhau, 
lawn foddion yn ei faddau ; 

Naw mil na Rosser William, 

O wyr da i gyd air di gam ; 

Och ! brau angeu ingwael, 
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Yna’r hawg, dwyn yr hael ; 

Dau och i angeu du-oer, 

Ymhob gradd a’i lladd is lloer, 

Nid gonest nad ai enyd, 

A gwael gebyddion i gyd ; 

A gadael dawel wych don, 
lawn aur hwyl, yn nhir haelion ; 

Am Rosser yma mi roiswn, 

O loyw aur pur, lawer pwn ; 

Af i Lundain gain dda’i gwedd, 

Och ! orfod uwch ei oerfedd ; 
Cloddiaf y fan ei cladded 
Cyfiawn gorff, caf yno ged ; 

Deuaf a’i gorff, wr duwiol, 

Deuaf fu naf yn ei ol; 

I dref Llangybi draw, 

I gor sydd wedi gwyraw ; 

Yno at ei fedd uniawn, 

Y daw cebyddion er dawn ; 

Oddiwrth ei fedd sierwedd son, 
Hoywlew pob rhai haelion, 

Byrhaodd ein Duw briddyn da, 

Brau Ion bywgall Brynbiga ; 

Wylau Wysg weithiau waethwaeth, 
Di run ac wedi r’un aeth, 

Aeth hil Dafydd ap Gwilym, 

Ap Hywel aeth, pwy ail im ? 

Gwaed Arthan lan aeth i lawr, 

Gan dorfoedd clywch gwyn dirfawr ; 
Caradog Fraichfras credyn’ 

Caid gwae hwynt o’r coed gwiw hyn 
Gwaed Ernwlff oedd gadarnaf, 

Gwan yw’n awr i gwyno naf; 

Aeth bonedd ymaith heddyw, 

A chlod eisiau ’i fod yn fyw ; 

Aeth cynhaliaeth gun haelwych, 

A bwyd a gwin a byd gwych 
I’r bedd, wedi Rosser byth 
A hael o bur wehelyth ; 

Hafog yn ei bias hefyd 
I bawb, ond da fu’n y byd ; 

Tylodion cant o wledydd, 

A droes Duw ddoe’n drist o’i ddydd; 
Gwae bob nai, gwae bawb yn ei ol, 
Ganwaith gwae wyr Gwent ganol; 
Llonydd fu’n mhob callineb 
Llew ein hiaith, nid oes felly neb ; 
Ysgwier fu ar luoedd, 

Os da swydd, a Ustus oedd, 

Doeth diddan fu ger bron, 

Doethach na’r saith wyr doethion ; 
Duw ddyg pen elad Gwent gadarn, 
Diwedd fu ail dydd y farn ; 

Gwae ni aros dydd Rosser, 

Gwae’n ffydd y sydd dan y ser ; 
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Gwae briod aurglod oerglwyf, 

Gall ei phlaid, gwae oil ei phlwyf ; 

Dwyn wen gweler un gerynt, 

Doraeth hael drwy waed da’i hynt ; 

Merch Cristor gynghoriad, 

Beunam lew, bu Ion ei wlad, 

Sarah yw’n wir sy r’un wedd, 

Seren fwyn siwr iawnfonedd ; 

Ail Enid heb lawenydd, 

Yw yn ei sir yma sydd ; 

O’i gwr iddi gwawr weddus, 

Yn aur ei thir myrr a thus ; 

Enwaf mai daufab uniawn, 

A phump o ferched hoff iawn ; 

Enwaf eu pryd uwch ynys, 

Ei filiau gwyn fel ei gwys ; 

Mr. Rolant ffyniant mewn ffydd, 

I lanwalch drwy lawenydd ; 

Sy’n aur lew synwyr ei wlad, 

Selydd nid is ei alwad ; 

Iarll gwrol a fu Rolant, 

Iarll gwych ymlaen o ieirll gant ; 

William wych, ail yw am wyr 
A garant, enwog eryr ; 

Gwr dewrwych ac aur darian 
Gwalchmai, nid llai yn y llan ; 

A brawd arall call nid cam, 

Nod iawnfodd er nad unfan ; 

Syr John sy oreu synwyr, 

Y Beda gall, byd a’i gwyr ; 

Cecil Elnor roes Iesu, 

Sy’n frau Ann, Mary Jane fru ; 

Am y carw aeth mwy cywrain, 

Aur hynt Iesu gadwo rain ; 

Ieirll o’i hil ddwy fil neu fwy, 

Aur fonedd yn Sir Fynwy ; 

Gwir iawn am ysgwier aeth, 

Gwae ni herwydd gau hiraeth ; 

Gwae hi ei chwaer a’i maint, 

Gwawr frau a’i weision gwir fraint ; 

Gwae yno’i blwyf, gwn, a’i blaid, 

Gwedd alar, a gwae’i ddeiliaid ; 

Oedran Crist sonian’ synais, 

Aurgylch pumtheg cant, wir gais, 

Gwn*gur pedwar ugain gwedd, 

I’m liniaf, a phum mlynedd ; 

Doe’n bump daioni per 
Daeth rosyn, yr aeth Rosser, 

I ganol nef, gynil nerth, 

At Iesu, enaid diserth ; 

Gwae hwynt, aurwalch Went wrol, 

Ganu’n iach, a gwae ni yn ol. 

Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant, 1585. 



Cywydd Heddwch. 


THIS poem shows the bard in the dignified attitude of peace¬ 
maker between the fiery Knight of St. Julian’s and the Bishop of 
Llandaff. The poem, therefore, has a peculiar interest, as showing 
the influence of the bard in personal quarrels, as late as the reign 
of Elizabeth. We know that the older bards claimed to be the 
special ministers of peace, and we here see that this chief bard 
exersised something of the same authority, proving that as late as 
the 16th century the bard still held some shadow of his former 
dignity, and had not yet descended to the menial position. 

William Bleddyn had a mansion at Dinham, near Caerwent, 
which was in the hands of his descendants till the middle of the 
i8th century. 

No. 25. 

Dyma Gywydd Heddwch rhwng William Bleddyn, Esgob 
Llandaf, a Syr William Herbert o St. Julian. 

Y gwyr goreu geirw gwiwrent, 

A hyn yw’r gwir yn Nghaergwent ; 

Yno’n ddig pan na’n nen dydd, 

Y gwelaf wrth eu gilydd, 

William Bleddyn a enwaf, 

Oil yn ddydd, Esgob Llandaf, 

O Rydderch dad ei dad yn 

A byw ystyr ap Iestyn ; 

O ran mam, nid cam ei cair, 

O hil Meini wrth hael mwynaur ; 

O gorff Elystan i gyd, 

A Chynfyn, wych ei wynfyd ; 

D’wedaf y mae o Dewdwr, 

A Chynan wych, uniawn wr ; 

Hil Ynur, o hil Einion ; 

O’r ddau y daeth, urdd y don ; 

Enwaf Syr William iawnwydd, 

Herbert o’r Fowart, iarll ffydd ; 

Aer William o rialwaed, 

A brwd waed o Herbert waed ; 

Wyr Syr Water, ner ein hiaith, 

Ar deulu Herbert eilwaith ; 

Orwyr i Syr Siorys arall, 

Ac iarll Penfro, Cymro call ; 

Ynur a Deveraux uniawn, 

O’i dau lwyth mae duwiol iawn, 
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O lwyth Stradling yn lan, 

A’i fawrgost, ac o Forgan ; 

O’r pump brenhinlwyth, er parch, 
Wr cyfiawn aed er cyfarch ; 

Aeth gwyr ein pumtheglvvyth gynt, 

A hwn a ddaeth o honynt; 

Dyna y gwyr da enwyd, 

Drwy holl help Duw dreuo’n Hid ; 
Dig yn rhain fel mewn drain dro, 
Duw ddigylch a’u diddigio ; 

Mi a’u gwelais i’m golwg, 

Yn feirw Gwent, heb un gair gwg ; 
Gwelais hwynt o bwynt heb us, 

Gwir ydyw yn gariadus ; 

Ei hunain oedd yn ynys, 

Ymhob lie ac ymhob llys ; 

Nodent draw, nadent i wraidd, 

Oer ei cariad mor iraidd ; 

Mae’r callaf, gwelaf, a gaed, 
Ymswynent ein camsynaed ; 

Oer waith a wna ryw werin, 

Y gwynfyd draw ganfod drin ; 

Ac yna rhain erfain uwch, 

Yn y rhuddyn, na’r Heddwch, 

Y rhai drwg eu rhyw a droes, 

I rain ni bu hir einioes ; 

Hyn aeth rhwng Arthur a’i Nai, 
Ddarfod onid oedd o erfai ; 

Ethrod a wnai rhai athrist, 

Eisiau gras gan Iesu Grist ; 

Dyddio oil da oedd ei wyr, 

Athraw adel athrodwyr ; 

O anwydau na adent, 

Y gweilch aniben Gwent; 

Callaf yw rain rhag colled, 

Callaf draw’n gwreiddiau’n holl gred 
Hawdd pa gallaf i gyd, 

Hedd ddyrchu hoywdda erchyd ; 
Dirus rhwng penaduriaid, 

Yw cas, gwell yw trwch pe caid ; 
Edrycher ar bob cerynt, 

A’u gwaith drwy holl Gymru gynt ; 
A’u bryd ar ymladd o’u bron, 

A sigo tywysogion ; 

'SJ camrwyst gynt i Gymru, 

A wnaeth fod, ei byd noeth fu ; 

Gwir mai ychydig sarug sen, 
Gwynwaith yw mam y gynen ; 
Ymryson rhai aflonydd, 

A wna dreulio da bob dydd ; 
Heddychwyr heddyw uchod, 

O bwys, ni chlywaf eu bod ; 

Pai byw Syr Edwart, pawb wyr, 
Mansel Sywnel anadl synwyr, 

Fe wnai, pe bai, ymlaen pob dyn, 



Yr heddwch goreu’i ruddyn ; 

Dau a adwaen dinwyd wyr, 

Y rhain gwis a wna ran gwyr ; 

Dau-gar ein heddwch ddygent, 

Aed gair o Forganiaid Gwent; 

Oes goreu ysgweiriaid ; 

Yr hyn gwir yw rhain a gaid ; 

Mr. Thomas yw’r gwas aur gwych, 

Ym Morgan darian dewrwych ; 

Eryr Tredegar dugiaid, 

O’i dy gwych, a gwyr da gaid ; 

Hynaf yw hwn, Fryttwn fry, 

Hynaf o’r do aur hyny ; 

A’r ail y sy reolwr, 

Aer oer o gorff yr un gwr ; 

Mr. Edward, i’m oes dradoeth, 

Morgan mewn darian doeth ; 

Sy ner draw, o’i law caf log, 

Swyn wychlew o’r Fynachlog ; 

Yn Nuw a’r ddau wr yn un, 

A dro’r heddwch draw rhyddyn’. 

Dafydd Benwyn a’i cant. 


In concluding this selection from Benwyn’s poems, I herewith 
add a copy of a very interesting letter written by Sir Wm. Herbert, 
the Fiery Knight, to Lady Judd. The cause of this letter being 
the treatment of Lady Morgan, the widow of Sir Wm. Morgan, 
of Pencoed Castle, near Newport, by her brother-in-law, George 
Morgan, the heir to the estate. 

Sir William Herbert writes in the magnificent English of 
the Tudor period. The splendid contrast between his graceful 
homage to his lady correspondent, and his anger at the unfair 
dealings. His threats, too, are delivered in a majestic vein, 
reminding us that these gentlemen of the Tudor Renaissance 
were both fluent Welsh scholars, and could also write a letter 
in the English language. It is interesting to note, also, that 
Sir William seals his letter with the Welsh Dragon. 

“ To the Right Worshipful Ladie, my Ladie Judd, delyver theis 
with speede. 

Madam, my most heartie commendations promised. 

Althoghe I am right sorye that there is such cause mynistered 
unto me yett I cann no less than signifie unto you, how hardlie my 
Ldy Morgan, your doughter, was dealt with in this countie after 
Sir Wm. Morgan’s death. But had it pleased God that my 
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busynes myght have p’mitted me to have been in this country 
at that tyme, I do not doubt but that I should have remedyed, 
that, to her comfort which nowe I cannot remember but to my 
grief. 

Mr. Geo. Morgan, is discorteous dealings and uncyvil bea- 
havour towards her, together with the bad dealing of a lewde 
priest of Sir Wm. Wynter’s, are thought greatly to have 
disconfered her, and not without cause, but believe me Madam 
if God spare me lyffe ; I shall not fayle to make the better of 
them both repent it. For it grieves me at the harte that so good 
and vertuous a Ladie should be so abused. 

Hereof Madam I hope shortlie to have further conference 
with you, in the mean tyme I am most hartelie to praye you not 
to delyver to any my Ladie Morgans joynture, which I hear 
remayneth with you, but to keep it saffe, for by means thereof 
I trust to make some of them repent these doings. 

Thus ceasing for this tyme I comitt your Ladyship to the 
tuition of the Allmightie, from St. Julians this XXIIIIth of 
Januarye, 1584. 

Your Ladieship too com’ande 

Wm. Herbert.” 
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